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10 Diversions of a Busted American.

i Upon a certain dreary afternoon in
the year of graco 100S the apprehou- -

sions of Philip Coalynrd, Esquire, trnv- -

M; cling haberdasher for the Neek-Ti- o

3 Tnist. of the United States, wero enhv- -

Hft onod by the discover' in the .Fivo
H o'CIock Sporting Extra of tho London

K. Times that the United .Slates Neck- -

Kfi ' Tie Trust had cot it in the neck ilnan- -

t cinllj, and that consequently tho three
: j bob and sixpence which ho carriod in

if Jiis pocket connoted tho sum total of
1 Ins available cash. To bo sure there

was tupponcc-h- a 'penny still undrawn
on his letter of credit, but that was

jS hardly enough to settlo his bill at the
) ' '

, Hotcl Stress, to say nothing of paying
Lf .for tho first class suito which he had

orderod reserved for him on tho Lusi- -

Lj 'tania, leaving tho next morning,
fljfj lie gazed out ovor tho chimney potsIImi of London and sighed. Dull caro liad
m J at last como bin way. for tho latest
fl advices from tho scagoers wero that the

i ocean was vor3' wet at this season and
It walking homo was likely to bo attended
W .with difficulties which ovon tho hero of
V a modern best seller could hardly hopo

iR-'-
i to siumonnt.

Jtej "I will telegraph to Spentwick," ho

jfjj This he did, and Spcntwick was with
IKj lJm in an hour.
Jypi , "Spentwick," ho said, when tho oth--

II
I er had Heated himself, "I havo sent for

you to tell you thnt I am llaf. broke."
"I am sorry," said Spentwick. "Can

1 lend u a few thousands?"
t "No," said Coabyard, "3011, can't
1 lend mo a cent. That's what 1 wanted
I to say to 3'ou why I have asked you
; to como to me."

"Thon what can I do for yon 7" ask- -
I od Spentwick, tapping, tho washstand

norvousby with his frail .white thumb.
"Nothing," said Philip stubbornly.

, Spentwick shuddered as ho rose.
"In that caso I will leavo you, " ho

; said. "Au revoir until tho last chap- -

I And in a moment ho had gone.
"If I had accepted a loan from him"

i sighed Philip as he returned to a con- -

tomplation of his chimney pots, "'this
I story would havo stopped right hero

and I would never have met my future

Jlardly had his reflection begun when

there came a soft tapping on his door.
"It is she," ho murmured under his

breath, and then pulling himself to-

gether, his pulse beating madly, ho
called aloud, "Como in!"

"Oh." lie said shortly, as a short,
dappor littlo man appeared in tho door-
way. "It's you. is it?"

"Yes." said tho visitor, "it's mo."
"Woll, Mr. Me," began Philip, "I

.judge from appearance, combined
with your grammar, that you are tho
vill&in of this talc, and I tell you right
now I'm going to do you if it takes mo
four hundred and forty-on- pagoa to
do it In."

"That's what wo aro hero for, Mr.
Coalyard," said t.ho other. "Mv namo
is Almanac, and as sa3Y T'm tho
hard caso in this romance. I havo
called to offer to pay j'ou a good sum
spot cash to do something for mo."

"What, is 3011 want mo to do?"
asked Philip cautiously.

"I don't know," replied Almanac,
stroking his mustache with his fivo fat
fingers. "Tho author hasn't told me,
and from what I know about 'tho rest
of the talo tho exact .job I. am hero to
ask vou to do is not rcvoulcd an3'vhoro
in tho book."

"In that caso," said "Philip coldJy,
"I rofuso."

"That was my understanding of what
you would do," obsorvod Almanac.
''Having accomplished this much of tho
plot I will bid you good afternoon,
leaving .vou timo to change 3our neck-
tie for tho noxt chanter."

llo slammed tho door behind him with
a smart bong of finality, and Philip

again to his chimney pots.
"I wonder what his gamo is", any-

way," munnured our hero, as his visi-
tor's footsteps died away in tho hall.
"He's a fat little villain, and somehow
or "other I find it hard to got iuteroated
in him."

IT.

"Somo Havo Heroines Thrust Upon
Thorn."

Boarding a stolid British lift, Philip
descended to tho dining room.

"One must cat," ho'muttered, "and
I can pa3' for this b3 'jignhig, if tho
worst comes to the worst, and I cannot
borrow a couplo of shillings from my
futuro wife, who, this being tho second
chapter of this entertaining romanco, is
about duo."

Uo began to order, and twenty min-
utes later tho waiter, with a "happy
smile, set off to fill It. Philip was going
to die game, and his farewell lo tho
Ilotol Stress was to be worthy- of

Lighting a cigarette, ho gared
about him. Tho restaurant was about
half full. At first he saw no ono who
measured up to his ideas of formnme
beauty, and ho .began to fear that an-
other "ten thousand words woro lo pa?8
without anything happening, but this
fcar was short-live- for a second glance
about tho room revealed tho prcsenco at
tho far end of a tall, slender woman of
aristocratic bearing suqgestivo of a
daughter of a Christy Girl and ono of
Dana Gibson's nine-foote- male ill ns (.ra-
tions to a Dick Davis novel.

A pang of iov shot through him.
"By Jove!'' "ho cried. "If sho's tho

frontispiece, I'm on tho job! "
Tho waiter set a turoen boforo him,

and a moment later ho wa3 (loop in the
consommo. Nevertheless, absorbing as
th labor of eating his soup wis, (hose
bountiful fyi-- haunted hint and it was
observed that tho lad 3'

--.vad dining with
no loss a person than the
Almanac, who had left him onty an hour
before.

"Ho's no fit compan3' for a wife of
mine." ho muttered, as the waiter
placed the shrimp rack before him.
"When I have eaten these condensed
lobsters I'll take a hand in the game."

But tho initiative was not loft for
Philip, for in a few moments Almanac

arose from his table and boro down
upon him.

"Mr. Coalj-ard,- " said ho, "I havo
just received word from Scotland Yard
that a detective will call upon mo in
fifteen minutes to tako mo into custody.
Now, my daughter over there thinks I
am a B.'iptist missionary homo on vaca-
tion, and it would bo a great shook lo
nor to discover that in reality I am

i nothing but a fat villain in a shilling
shockor."

"Naturally," said Philip. "Havo a
shrimp."

"ISo, thank you," said Almanac. "I
dinod boforo I left homo. Now what I
want you to do is to escort iny duughtor
homo, while I sneak out tho 'buck door.
You'vo got to marry her auv.va3', and I
don't seo whj- - 3'ou shouldn't'accopt some
of your responsibilities in advance."

"iravo you paid for your dinner?"
asked Philip, cautiouaU'.

Almanac reddened. "'You Americana
aro so d d commercial," ho ejacu-
lated. "No, I haven't," ho added.
"Can't you sign for it? You havo an
account here."

"All right," said Philip, glancing at
tho girl. "It's a menu man that won't
blow his futuro wifo's familv to a g

tablo d'hoto, especially when it
onby costs him au autograph. What's
the lady's namo?"

"Dorothy Almanac at this stage of
the game," returned the villain. "'I'll
bring her over and introduco her, nnd
3'ou oan start along right away."

"But I haven't finished my dinner,"
protosted Philip.

"That's all right, I'll fiulsh it for
3'ou," Baid Almanac.

Ion minntos later Philip Ooatyard
and his future wifo wero riding up'Pic-cadill- y

in a hansom cab togethor.
"M3-- own!" ho cried, passionately,

folding her to his breast.
"Not yet, dearest," Baid the girl,

his arm from her shoulder.
".Not t. This doosn't happen until
tho four hundred and fortieth page.

dons, Lobcestor squaro, Axminstcr cir-
cle. Bloomsbtiry Crescent, "Wellington
road, near Amblrsidc-on-th- Thames,"
answered tho girl.

"I'll havo to charge 6cven bob
for remembering that, ' said tho cabby.

"It's worth it," returned Philip.
"Drive 011."

"What's tho tax?" asked Thilip,
nervously, as the cab drew up before
tho dingy dwelling.

"Fourtoen shillin'," replied tho
Jehu.

"All right," said Philip, tossing tho
driver a copper which he had polished
so brighll3r as they spod on their way
that in t.ho dark it resembled a sover-
eign. "You may keep tlio changr."

"ITenven bless your honor," said tho
cabby, driving ofl

"Don't mention it," said Philip.
"There aro times when it is moro
blessed to give than to receive."

He turned to rejoin Dorothy, who
had disappeared into 0110 of the houses,
but whicli ono he knew not. aud, worst
of all, ho had forgotten whether tho
number was 37 or 39. Moreover, as ho
looked, oven now a dark, villainous-lookin- g

man was fumbling at the koy-hol- o

of No. 37!

m.
No. 37 Thrognail GardonB, Etc

Coalyard was a mau of quick de-
cision, having served a term a3 a pro-
fessional baseball umpiro at homo, and
in a moment ho hnd tho dark villainous
looking mau at tho keyholo of No. 37
b3 tho throat.

"What do 3'ou mean by dogging my
futuro wifo's footsteps?" he demand-
ed as ho threw tho' other over his shoul-
der into tho gutter.

"I have como for the pink suit
case," replied tho intruder.

" Well, I don't know anything about
that," retorted Philip. ''Como back!
tomorrow," and entering the houso ho
slammed tho door violently behind him.

Within all wns still as death. Tho
houso was permeated by a dank, musty
odor that convinced Philip thnt ho had
hit upon tho right plnco. "It smells
liko all six of tho six best cellars," he
chuckled to himself.

His reflections woro interrupted by a
rustling sound upon tho staircase, and
ho thought ho hoard tho mufflod sound
of a rustling petticoat, but tho impeno-trnbl- o

darkness of tho houso made it
jrapossiblo for him to'seo what was go-
ing on. "I must find tho gas jot," ho
murmured, fooling along tho ceiling for
tho fixture. "There is plont3' of gas
in this novel, and tho thing to do is
to make it useful." '

But his search was unavailing, for
tho fixtures had all been removed.

"At an3 rate 1 can light a match,"
he thought, and in a moment he had
done so, mounting tho stairs three steps
at a timo as ho scratched it on his
boothoel. Tho dull flicker of tho light-
ed match enst gloomy shadows ovor all,
but thero was illumination enough for
Philip to read in groat letters, written
on tho mirror of tho bedroom in which
ho now found himsolf, with a cako of
soap, a mossago from hor.

"Dearest," ho read. "I have secured
tho pink suitcase, but my father has
abductod me. no is taking mo to Ant-
werp on a gasolene bark, sailing from
the foot 01 Battersea bridge nt mid-
night. Pollow in a rowboat, if 3'ou
love mo, at any coat. Mv Antwerp ad-
dress will bo tho Hotel do Bizz, and I
will await 3'ou thero. Your affectionato
fiancee, Dorothy.

"PS. Hyou enn't find a rowboat
hire a yacht. They're going cheap theso
days.

"What does sho tako me for?" mut-
tered Philip as ha read tho message.
"Tho idea of a man keeping a yacht
on threo bob and four penco! This
job is too strenuous for mo--- I gucsB
I'll chuck it."

He returned to tho Hotel Stress and
rotired for tho nitrht.

IV.
A11 AwaJtoning.

Tho next morning Thilip awoko, and
as ho thought ovor tho ovents of the
night before and how ho hnd balked.at
a critical moment in the novel of which
he had promised to bo tho hero, he was
far from comfortable in his mind. Ilia
failure to carry out his agroomont with
tho author, howovor, weighed little on
his conscience it was Doroth3r of whom
ho was thinking. She was too helpless,
too beautiful, to bo left strandod in
Antwerp without a protector.

"I don't givo a hoot for Brassbowl,"
ho said to himsolf, returning as usual
to his faithful chimncj pots. "Au au-

thor who involves a horo in a $500 job
with threo thirt3'-cen- t pieces in his
pocket, deserves no consideration; but
my future wife, she is another story,
and must be rescued."

Pilled with thoughts such as theso
Philip went to tho cable office and dis-
patched a message to Dorotlry at the
Hotel do Bizz, Antwerp- - It read as
follows:

"Sell pink suitcase and return at
onco. Will meot you at, tho pior. Wo
can bo married at onco at St. Georgo's.
They will glvo us credit. Do not delay.
Funds aro getting low and Stress wants
bill paid. Your loving fiance. Philip."

"That will be threo pounds eight,"
said tho cablo operator.

"Send it collect," said Philip.

V.
'An Unexpected "Rounlou.

"How did 3rou evor happen to pick
out such a rotten fathor. swoothoart ?"
Philip askod as ho bestowed Dorothj'
In the hansom cab at the pier the next
day.

"Yon 11 havo to rsk mommor," re- -

Slied tho girl. "I got him roady mad'?,
' '

"And who is your mothor7" nsked
Philip.

"That, "'said th'i girl. "T never know.
Popper never speaks of the lad3', :n:d
I don't lik- - ! bo inquisitive."

Sho handod him a biass check.
"That's for the pink suit case," sho
said. "I tried to sell it, dear, but when
wo camo to open it there was nothing
in it. but ono boiled shirt and ono of
popper's unpaid laundry bills. Thoy
said it wasn't worth an3thing."

"I guess they woro right," said
Philip. "And that being tho case, we'll
let it stay where it js I can pass tho
check off for two shillings in the dark,
so we're that much in. To St. George 'b,"
ho added, addressing tho cabb3'.

In a moment the happy pair, rounited,
wero bowling along Hlgu Holborn in
blissful unconsciousness that behind
them, coming along at a furious rate,
was an automobile in which wero nono
others than Dorothy's irato father and
one of his confederates.

It was Dorothy who first observed
that the3' woro being pursued.

"Philip," sho cried, "they aro after
us."

"Let 'em come," said Philip, grimly,
as loaning forward he grasped tho reins
and belabored tho tired horse with his
umbrella. "Thev cannot foil mo now.
Gidup!"

The horso, spurrod into renewod activ-it'- ,

sped onward liko the wind, but the
deep-tone- d clanging of tho angry motor
behind gained slowly but surely upon
them.

"Wo aro lost! " cried DoTothy.
"Noverl " cried Philip, though tho

facts belied his words, for evon now tho
hot gasolino breath of the panting auto-
mobile scorchod tho hind wheels of the
speeding hansom, and then all was
over! In turning tho corner of Craven
street Philip miscalculated the distance
between his inner wheel and a hydrant.
Tho wheel caught, tho hansom stopped
suddenly short and, liko a catapult,
hurled the two 3'oung peoplo over tho
dashboard through tho parlor windows
of a residence on tho other side of tho
street.

"Why, how are vou. Philip?" said a
familiar voico, as Philip landed on the
piano.

"Spentwick!" cried Philip, rubbing
his cjes in amazement. "You?"

It was none other than Coalyard Js
friend. They had landed in his drawing
room.

"And who is this ory charming
voting lady?" asked Spentwick, assist-in- g

Dorothy- - to rise.

"My futuro wife,'- - aa ,J
"Miss Dorothy Almanac,"

prised
Sp0Dhvilk,8 to Ut ft

tcrirSttnacl''hoi
hes," said Philip. 'B0yf.

saMc1 if",Yc',F-hniP,Coa,.V'"l."

tho troniblinc drl If &
arms, "she is my daughter! '

,n A
"Father!" cried Dorothy mi Vs.

moment sho was weepintr tij ? V'.

upon hor father's bosom v
' A

VI. t
Kun to Earth.

"What i3 it, James?" asi Jk l
wick an hour later as tho b'ntu1?
torcd tho room. t

"There's a gentleman tvIM, ft
fingers at tho door, sir," 8aa gjjj Jj

"Almanac" whispered Philip jj

Spiitwick11008 h nU"

butlS!0 pink suitcase," return! J
1 ' Yon nro a member of thd

formed dotoctivc force of aSS 2Yard, arc you not, James!'' f!
Spentwick calmlr. '

" Ves. sir " ea'id the bntler.
Thi0nA. Jaames- - yu may taii iman at tho door with the fivegcrs to the iard. Ho is the aSJv

havo been looking for." 4 K
"Diamond Bill, tho Laundry Beicried tho detective.
"The 6amo," said Spentwick "fyou I would laud him for you ihavo kept my promise." jTho detectivo loft tho room. i (i-

moment later muffled curses at tha jl K
door showed that Almanac had iLboen run to earth. f--

I "
vn. . J j

Joumoy's End.
Lne merry party had returned b

St. George's. They had jjone
threo in number, but returned (

two, for Dorothy Spcntwick, fonm'i
Almannc, and Philip Coalyard had'i)t

"Do you romcmbor, Philip dearE
at tho "beginning of this story L'M

moved your arm from around 1,,

"Yos," ho answered ,3 '

"Well, Philip, you may put iU

agaiu now. We have reached V g.
141," said the girl, her fair ci
monnting with a rosy blush. I Lt

"By a short cut," lauched Phi a
"By tho way," said Spentwick,..;

you givo tho officiating clerjryiflJ

fee. Philip?"
,fYes," said Philip, "I Rave hi I,

bras3 check." j ?y

"A brass check?"' echoed ft
wick. "What fori" k U

"The pink suitcase," said PHj g
THE END. j Jf;

I BY GERTRUDE MAJOR

Hff ( "The way of pence they know not; and
HjS there Is no judgment In tVplv goings; thoy
H(wv havo made them crooked paths; whoso- -
Hjf j ever sooth therein shall not know peace."
MUgl , Sth vers, 50th chapter ot Isaiah.
HBT Tn a tumble-down- , decaying house,

Hk which looks down on the river Jordan,
HjH winding like a soiled gray ribbon at
HIB the bottom of tho hills, and up to where
Hl' their white-trimme- d tops embroider tho
HB Fk- -, .lived Grandma West, and Sister
HB ' Millie and Auntio May, and for the
BLB present (because sho had nowhere else
BB to go), Sylvia Smith.
Bfl Sylvia was a newcomer in Zion- - She

1 ' had come with a parly from Australia,Bl converted to the faith by the oloquenco

Bb ' of a well-favore- d young missionary.
BB ' Uad been imbibing the teachings

BM, and enjoying tlio companionship of the
f ,i chosen for less than a year, when onHI I, this d3 as on many a weary one pre- -

HpS'i ceding, sho tossed feverishly "on graud- -

Hlf ''. ma's best bed aud prayed monotonous- -

Hpi ly and hopelessly for death.
HJi . Somewhere, before the Book of Mor--

A".'
' ' mon ann uo Doctrine and Covouauts

had becoms her entire literal diet, and
g . she had learned how sufficient, for all

Va mental and spiritual needs were these
r? '' inspired volumes, S3rlvia had road that

H v with honor all was lost, and odd as it
Hf Deemed, hor honor seemed to be re- -

Ki garded as lost, although sho had only
L poured tho red of the stnin of shame
E over t he white of her virgin soul in

H , response to a revelation from God him- -

nS sclt to one of his favored followers, aH'- man who had stood at the helm of thoHl,' saintly craft of Mormonism for so long
Hl . that his hair was snow-whit- e in tho

M , sorviue, at tho time the Lord had given
Bf ; him the vision of Svlvia Smith. lie
B ;. had hastened to tho factory, where his
Kl ! influence had obtained for her a posi- -

B ! tion at six dollars a week (less, of
HH crurse. the tithing, which tho faithful

m .' collected from her emploj'ers, to save
Bjr j hor the trouble of counting it out). A

)
j great system, the tithing, mid one

B 11 which has ever tho fascination of mys- -

icrv .is to what becomes of it.
' Sylvia was excused from hor work to

. speak to the bishop. She had listened
"

V with a fast beating heart to the fact
H-- , that God hnd mirrored her face on tho
Hfli spiritual lenso which ho showed his ser- -

H I
j

vant, and that tho revelation meant

B 1 1 V

H 11 1.

great glory for her in tho day, now fast
approaching, when the king was lo ap-
pear to reward the righteous.

Now, sacrifice is a strange thing, us
long as it is in the abstract, how wo
glor- - in it; but when it comes down to
the concrete me, hero, now, it is terri-
ble; most of us all would relinquish the
almost cortain light of a hard won
heaven for the dark of a lost 'earth
when wo hear the roar of the lions and
the rending of Bacrificial limbs.

Poor S37via .clung desperately to
earth, no vision of a near enthronement
in heaven could soothe her shame and

She wished wicked that
she had never soon the bishop, never
left Australia, let tho one moans of sal-
vation pass and slayed far awaj' from
Zion. Espocinll3- - and moro ardently did
she wish these wicked things after the
bishop, being as it were a very tool un-
der tho thumb of the spirit, got a call
which look him on some missionary
work in England, and she was thrown
out of her position.

This is a 6trango world, and Sylvia
soon found that no ono else seemed to
know anything about the bishop 's
revelation, and although she had only
followed the oxprcssed desire of the

not one door was open to her.
Even in Zion, which, 3'ou know, is the

r of heaven itself, this is
an awful position to bo in. Why. not
one of the holiest men seemed able to
help her, times were very close with
them .all. and it was not until she found
refuge with Grandma, who, if 3'on will
believe, was ono of tho bishop's first
wives, did tho poor girl find so much
as a place to lay her head.

.

Tho whole affair might so easily havo
been hushed up (so many aro) had Syl-
via had the common decency to accuse
some alread lost Gentile, inbtcad of
insisting that it was the good old bishop
who was responsible for her prospective
halo of motherhood.

After much discussing of tho knotty
problem, it wns decided to send for the
bishop, insisting on his immediate re-
turn to Zion.

Tho bishop returned from the green
vineyard of England questioning and
indignant.

The good book sa3s that children are
a heritage of the Lord, and that man is
blessed who has a quiver full. Now,
the bishop had so man3' in his quiver

that he was must be mnn3' times
blessed on this count alone. In fact, so
ardently had ho fulfilled this desire of
his Master as expressed to his seer
and revclator, Joseph Smith that he
had long lost count of the number,
knowing that they wero counted to his
credit on the great record. So, to be
called back from his labors for so
trivial a matter as tho ono in hand,
showed him that things had como to a
prett3' pass in Zion.
' Insomuch as the girl had found
refuge with threo of his former wives,
and that to see her he might have to
face them, especially Grandma, added
insult to the bishop b injury.

Ho had not seen Grandma for a score
of years, and between tho two was a
trifling matter, still unadjusted, that
whenever ho was forced to t'hink of it,
caused a warm feeling amouud his col-

lar, most uncomfortable.
But Sylvia, with tho lack of consid-

eration ior his feelings which she had
showed from tho ver' first, had given
birth to a child a da3-- beforo ho reached
Ziou from abroad, and so Inking ad-
vantage of the wa3' her box is favored,
since the invasion of the godless Gen-

tiles, insisted that sho could not go to
the bishop and that tho bishop nnist
coino to her. And thoro was nothing
el so for him to do.

Sister Millie nnd Auntio Ma- - both
worked in the factory, for a mean pit-

tance oC wage and the reward of virtue.
Grandma knit couutless socks aud
mittens, this being almost the only re-

munerative work her rheumatic old
hands .were capable of doing.

Whilo Grandma knit sho thought,
nnd while she thought sho often cried.
Sho did toda3, as sho sat where she
could get tho light from the window
and rock tho little baby in the cradle.
Tho cradle, a clnms3, homemade af-

fair of wood, was the eamo that had
held Grandma's brood of children, and
Sister Millie's and Auntio May's, and
now, this Btrango, white-face- d girl'B,
The children were all the bishops, and
Graudma had rocked them all, just as
she was rocking this, knitting, and
eomotimes cr3'ing, sometimes for the ba-

bies and sometimes for their mothers.
Ono can knit and cry so easiby.

i

Silvia watched the tears rolling down
the old woman's wrinkled cheeks with
a growing wonder: it seemed to her

that she had all tho trouble there was
worth crjnng about, and she wondered
that a woman as old as Grandma should
caro enough about anything to cry
about it, that 6he continued to do so,
patiently and helplessly began to ir-
ritate tho girl past endurance.

"You don't need to fret none about
me," sho said, ungraciously. "I can
stand what I havo lo without

Grandma smiled, aud wiped her cheek
with the leg of tho sock she was knit-
ting. "We can all do that, honej',"
sho said, stooping down and smoothing
the covers over the sleeping baby, "we
can all bear our own sorrow, but some-
times it seoms wo caint another's."

"I hope 3'ou wasn't crying for me."
a note of appeal thrilling through the
bravado of her voice.

"No, not for you," Grandma said,
"but for ni3 husband."

Tho girl raised herself on ono thin,
sharp elbow. "For that lying old
scoundrel!" she cried.

That is just what she called the
bishop, and it can not bo pleaded in
extenuation that Bhe was delirious, sho
knew what she said, and Grandma
knew what sho meant, for she answered
quietly, "No, not. for the bishop, but
for my own husband."

"Your what?" tho girl asked, mo-
mentarily interested in other affairs
than her own.

"My own husband," Grandma re-
peated, musingly. "The man I loved
and who loved me. Wc were married
in Missouri, and came here to Salt Lake
after wc were converted to the faith."

"Did ho die?" the girl asked, as
Grandma paused and counted in a half
whispor as sho "turned" tho heel of
the sock.

"I thought ho did," she answered,
"although the3' tried to make mo think
ho had deserted me, as though I'd be-
lieve that! But ho didn't come homo
ono night to suppor, and I could learn
nothing for I was almost wild
when bishop camo to seo mo aud said
he had had a revelation from God that
he was to take me io wife."

"WI13-- . that's just what r.ho old
skunk told mo," the girl cried excited-
ly.

Grandma laughed. Her laugh needed
no comment.

"I was young thon, full oung, and
I thought if Ralph was gone I didn't
caro what became of me; so, well, he
fetched me here to livo with sister
Susie, his first wife, who God, in His
merc3', called soon after. One day
Elder Booker's wife camo in and she
said that Ralph was in town, ram-pngi-

around, looking for me. I
pimped up, wild as a deer, yelling at
her to know whero ho was. My heart
was almost breakins with love for him,

but she and Susie held mo down, and
she, said, ' 'taint no uso to strugglo
against tho church, Lida. M3' man
told mo that thoy had kept him ont of
the wa3 till bishop got and if you
go to acting up, why, thoy will put him
out of the wn3' to stay put. What
bishop wants, ho gets.' "

Tho old lady's hands wero trembling
so thnt her knitting needles, kept up a
little click as the3' hit against each
other. The girl, forgetting her weak-
ness, raised herself again on her elbow.

"Tho devils!" sho Bcreamed, "I'dI'd""No, 3ou wouldn't," Grandma in-

terrupted her. The bnt3- - cried, and sho
put her knitting down on the window
sill, and stooping over, picked it up iu
her mothering old arms, sdothing it
with little mouthing coos. 'You
couldn't a. dono moro than T could."
sho went on. I got down on my knees
and begged tho bishop, prayed him to
let me go, but ho said if I didn't sub-
mit to tho will of God that tlmy would
take Ralph and and cut off his cars,
and oh! pit3'Ing God! I can't tell tho
horriblo threats that ho made, until I
WI13, T had to submit. T couldn't do
an3'lhing else. My only comfort was
that I was saving Ralph sufforing, and
that some da3 tmrybo near, ma3'bc far,
that God would bring the light. My
mother used to say that "tho Lord
wouldn't let that goat's tail grow too
long, or t would switch its own eyes
out.' But it has been long, very long."

"What has?"
"The da3" of His judgment," she

answered, softby.
"Sometimes I have thought that

those awful monsters that are described
in Revelations, in the Bible, describes
some of the men who usod to run things
in our church "

Tho bab3' began to cry again, and
Grandma carriod it out in tho "lean-to,- "

where a concoction, intended for
its delectation, was brewing on the
back of the stove. As she moved about
tho girl heard her singing in a sweet
old quaver,

"Oh that wo in the day of His coining
ma3' saj',

I have fought 1113' way through, I havo
finished

Tho work Thou did'st set mc to do."
"Grandma, Grandma, como quick,"

called the girl excitedly. " The bishop
is just turning in at the door."

The bishop earned his thrce-scor- o

3'cars almost jauntily. He was up-
right, vigorous and well dressed. His
aura exuded a state of comfortable well
being, despite the fact that, for the
moment, ho looked somewhat flustered.
Ho was flanked on one side b3' a tall,
spare man, who wore a gra3T beard4 for
a shirt front nnd usod it for a cuspidor,

and on the other by a nervous littlo
man with a red mustache.

r .4

Grandma opened the door. Tho
bishop hardly knew her, Buch a chango
had the last few years mado in her.
Sho looked a woman old in bodj- - and
broken in spirit. The bishop's

scrutiny of her sad old faco
reassured him; ho felt that, after all,
ho had littlo to fear from her. As for
tbo girl on tho bed that might take a
few greenbacks, but here experienco
gave him confidence. Of course, he
owed it to tho fair namo of the church
lo induce hor to shift tho responsibilit-o- f

patornit3r to Borne Gentile that was
alwa3's a success and, as for squaring
himself with the church, well, the
bishop knew what he knew.

He found tho girl stubborn past all
belief. Each generation of women gTcw
worso and harder to control. Tho
bishop had really a bad half hour. The
presence of Grandma irritated him
dread fulJy, too, not that sho said any-
thing, but sho was there, and as he
knew, it is much harder to control a
woman if one of her own sex is pres-
ent, and Grandma's presence wns men-
acing. Ho actually sweated beforo sho
said a word, and after, woll, he got
so hot he almost suffocated; but ho
had lo listen.

Tho old lady spoko so quietly that
aii3' ono in tho noxt room would have
thought, that sho was discussing tho
weather, but she wasn't; she had gono
back a quarter of a centurj. and was
reminding the bishop of certain matters
that he hud quito concluded to forget.
It was bnd enough to listen himself,
but to see the expressions on the faces
of tho other listeners was maddening.
He felt forced to interpose, "Come,
come, Lida," he said, "a jealous
woman '8 tongue is best silent. Sup-
posing do know some er mis-
takes I have made long ngo. what aro
you to pass judgment? A body would
think you was Christ Himself."

"Christ's mother was a woman"
Grundma answered quietly, "and I
aint figured out 3'ct how (Sod would a
sent a Savior to the world if thero
hadn't been a woman to bear Him.
Womon hns rights, if your church did
try to tuke them awaj. Tho reason I

havo for telling theso things before
Brother Smith and Brother Baldwin
and this last victim of your low lies,
is that I want witnesses on both sides:
3'our side and mine."

The bishop's lips were white. "Wit-
nesses?" ho whispered.

"Witnesses," Grandma repeated.
"I been gathering evidence against you
for a long time, and this last," she mo-

tioned toward the bed, "was all I need-
ed. Tho prosecuting attorne3" has o

enough against you to hang 3011

foM
or send you up for State's keep

rest of wicked life." fljj
The bishop was plainly tfirrifiwifet

looked around as if for a m

escape, and seeing none, dropped

shaking knees beforo the old WJi
nnd begged, with tears, for n"rt5-shifte- d

tho baby from ono moWiSi.
the other and looked down onlunjgfr,
ly. "Do you mind iho time 1 "tnmy knees to you?" she askNm
nodded miserabb'. .

"Give mo back mv younc

and my own life.andlll letyongo
He mumbled dcspairinaiyift,t

his shifting oye sought the dcor

" You can't get out that ffffMfa.
old lady said. "There aro jg,,.
watching ever3' move you maw;
up off of your knees, yn ,0,tlrMf
A sudden sharp change in her"M,',
aint going to havo you ys,
ears cut off or your eyes PW"Mtf.

I'll leaveas you deserve!
judgment to tho Master Bnt:
never going lo sot ""'Jj"'
house again; you. are P"",
from all your business, mTto
to pay men, with your money,

every move you make. ""Vou are going to P.0."
and May and their chuM res, HJ

this girl hero, and 3'0" a;. M C
acknowledge that you aro

this child." I V.
The bishop wrung his hands.

ruin me," he whined. ic4j4

"The church will, oxcommiiD g
on

-I-'ll see to that, ."went JW

old voice. 14 'Taint tha. yjj Jthatcommit adulter but
be found out at it. ou e ee

UTho bishop sat down &
wiped his eyes, lie lof?nt &
from ono to the other a, J
any mercy?" lie hepec J-

-

amends. I'll hal 2eiyp
don't, for God's sake, K f
publicly.'". f l-

what d"I'm doing ltfsake," Grandma, said
a tightening 01 Jcrfh C1public r"The general
of this7 I aint "o PublwiOglf
as long as you walk

wan. uout for you. not so
will know that Jtho church Bul

come at in- - U jvour that t fc

forget for a minute

do iust as tho old .n'anfci; eW

not do otherwise. HcTfhC0dr
.

1

?friendless.broken and
judgment had come. 7j

m


